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As she was describing the scene, I could see her pushing the dead aside to make her way toward the door of the cellar I could see her climbing over the pile of corpses, through warm, oozing blood. And Barbarlca was there, too.
"And Dr. Corsica? Did she survive?"
"Oh, yes. She is all right. And so is her husband and her son. None of them had been hurt. They even managed to save their dog They went to some friends on MarszaJkow-ska Street But that house, too, burned down the very next day, I hear, and they had to move on "
"And do you remember, by any chance? . /* I hesitated, and told myself that now was the time not to cry, but to make my voice sound very casual, almost indifferent. "Do you perhaps remember a little girl that was staying with the Gorskk? A blond girl with pigtails? She had a brown fur coat Was she saved, too?"
The woman moved, a little impatiently.
*1 don't remember her," she said, "but I know that the Gorslos had no one with them whenr they moved to Marszalkowska Street That girl must have been lolled under the debris So many died there/*
She smoothed her skirt and settled herself more comfortably on her bedding. There was a long silence. Not hearing any more questions, the woman looked up at me I tried to turn away* But it was too late* She seized my hand.
"What is it?" she cried. "What did I say nowr
"No, Berthing/* I found it difficult to speak "Nothing ... It's just that.,.that little girl I was asking you about.*, is my daughter/*
*IT*e woman jumped up^ her eyes wide and scared, and moved away from me.
It was late in the afternoon, and after a day of strenuous preparations I was about to smuggle out, with a departing